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She led the way, her head held high, but with no word to
say. As they went, there was a sudden rustling in the bushes,
twenty yards away. A face peeped through, a worn, haggard
face, like that of a sick eagle, but crowned with clouds of grey
hair. The man was kneeling in the shrubbery, his piercing eyes
fixed immovably on the Queen.

"Who is it?" asked Axel. "How dare he------" He was about

to leap across the flower-beds and drag the intruder from his
inadequate hiding-place, but Marie-Antoinette laid a hand
upon his arm.

"No," she said. "It's only Castelnaux. Surely you know
my Castelnaux?"

"How did he get in here?"

"He can get in anywhere. He's climbed the garden wall at
Trianon a dozen times. He's quite mad, you know: Louis
wanted to have him shut up. But he does no one any harm.
He wouldn't even frighten the children. And I like to have
two people in France in love with me . . . even if one's a
foreigner and the other a lunatic!"